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THE POSITIVE MAN. 


CE nn 


„„ ACT L : 


SCENE 1.—57 James s Park. 


Eu Captain Berkeaur and Servant, 


Car. BeLLcAP, 


Hear. Robert! 5 
HServ. Sir. . 

Capt. B. Deſire my man to ſee the © baggage 
8 from the hotel. 5 

Serv. Yes, Sir. £2 (Exit. 
cpu. B. Is not his my friend— - 


Enter Laxz. | 


Hat my dear Lake! ! 
| Lake. Captain Bdlcampt Welcome to | Eng- 
land !—when did you arrive? 
Capt. B. Not eight hours . But my lovely 
| Cornelia . | | 

Lale. 


. THE POSITIVE MAN. 


Lake. 1 ſhall ſee Miſs Tacit this morning, 
Capt. B. My Cornelia? 


Lake. I ſaid Miſs * acit. In half an hour, Lady 
Tacit fits to me. 


Capt. B. My comely mother-in-law that is to 
bei. + 


Lale. T bat is not to be af 4. You had bet- 


: ter not viſit there immediately. 


Capt. B. Why? has anything happen'd during 
my abſence to—is Cornelia—fpeak. f 5 
Lake. Cornelia, to- Morrow, is to be vedded o 
another. 


Capt. B. Another! Is it poſible—can ſhe. be 


_ falſe? 


| Lake, No, no, you wrong her—her heart 1 1s as 
true to you as you can wiſh. 


Enter Maunter. 


Mou. Oh Maſter! I—Mr. Lake! by the word 
of a traveller, I'm glad to fee your honor. 
Lake. I thank you, Maurice. een yon- 

der goes your rival, 


Capt. B. What that ey n! 
Late. Ves, that's young Rupee. 


Capt. B. He ſhall religa her, I'll oblige him by 


to it. 
Maa. Don- t do anything to oblige him, Sir; : 


| but if you pleale, I jult walk over, and en : 


knock him down, 


Late. Stop! 3 a care no \ quarrels here, 5 
| Maurice. 


Mau. Quarrel! I ks my tance. 1 make 


EY fo free as to affront a gentleman] No, no, I'd 


""_e 


Taz POSITIVE MAN. bs : 


oily handſomely knock him down, and then leave 


my maſter to quarrel with him. 
Capt. B. Who is that ſea-faring looking man, 


arm in arm with him? 
Tate. That, Sir, is Tom Grog; formerly be- 
longed to the Royal Navy, but ſince, acquiring a 
tolerable fortune in the Eaſt-Indies, under Ru- 
pee's father, he is moſt gratefully attached to the 
ſon; though ſuch a whimſical contraſt, * are 


1 companions. 
Capt. B. A whimſical contraſt indeed; 


| Lake. Yes, Rupee the beau dances Tom 
: Grog the tar to every place of faſhionable re- 
ſort at this end of. the town; and the man of war 
convoys the Indiaman from the Gun at Billingſ- 
gate, to the Artichoak at Blackwall. They are 

now at a picture-ſale in Pall Mall, preſently to ſee 

a ſhip launch'd at Portſmouth :—to-night they 
may be ſeen ſliding the promenade at Soho, and 
to-morrow ſmoaking a * at the Anchor in 


5 Wapping, 5 
Capi. B. A greyhound and a maſtiff comes. . 


Mau. By the word of a traveller, a ſea-gull and 


| a jack-daw might as well put their horſes to- 
8 
Capt. B. But what did you want, Maine 


Mau. Faith, Sir, I wanted only—oh, thought 
your honor might want this card that Mr. Lake 
left at the lodginęs juſt now; I brought it along 

with me, but forgot it on the table but now that 
he is here, he may deliver it to you himſelf by 

word of mouth. | Exit. 

. My dear Lake,” you” re going to Sir 

Toby Tacit's: will you carey a few lines from 


Fs Lake: 


> to Cornelia: ? 
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out of your element Ha, ha, ha! A coach, 
built by a ſhip carpenter—I ſuppoſe you'd have a 
lion for your coachman ;—Apropos, I loſt ten 
rouleaus at an E. O. table laſt night, Oh, but f 
Tom, you accompany me to Ranelagh! 5 


4 THE POSITIVE MAN; 


Lake. With pleaſure—bur come, e Cap- 


tain ; ; what, a ſoldier, and afraid! 


Capt. B. Oh, my dear Lake, to loſe the field 


5 A. I chouglit I had only to claim the triumph of 
victory! „ 1 . 


; Enter Rveex and GROO. 
Grog. Avaſt, PP lee, you ſteer right in the 


wind's eye. 


 Rup, Pardon me, pardon me, dear Tom Grog! 
Grog. Your brain is ſhoal-water, d'ye lee, and 

vou come bump upon the rock of nonſenſe. 
Rup. But, my good friend, a coach 1s a vehicle 


Grog. A bargain; and remember you rake K 


| meridian with me at the Three Jolly Sailors. 
Kaup. Meridian! Apropos, we are to be at the 


maſquerade next Thurſday night: —Do you goin 
A domino? 


Grog. I'll go in a coach, 
Kup. Pſha! take me, Tom. 
Grog. I will, if you'll come. 3 
Rup. Still wrong. —Underſtand me, 1 mean 


Vlhat dreſs? 


Grog. Dreſs! | Oh, In fail to the Pantheon : as 4 2 1 


. Britiſh ſeaman. Es 
Rup, Oh, there's no diſgyiſe i in that—now In 


go like a fool. | 
Grog. Not much diſguiſe i in chat either. 


Kup. Apropos—l1 am to ſee Signior Squalini, -4 
the opera ſinger, preſently at the LAG Coffee 


houſe, 


— 


TR POSITIVE MAN. bY 


dee om, will you meet me at the Orange, 
over a diſh of coffee? 
 Grog. Damn the Orange and colts! Il meet 
you at the Cannon, over a diſh of ow in | 


Enter Ovid, croff ing. 


8 Quid. Oh, Maſter Thomas, ſhan't we take a 
5 facer 1 in the evening at the Blue Anchor? 


Grog. Stop, you Quid, ſing my friend Rupee 
: my . chaunt about little Nan: 


An. —Qurb. 


| What ſhould failors do on ſhore, 
_. Kiſs the girls and toſs the can; 
. While the cannons ceaſe to 3 285 
Sweet the voice of ſmiling Nan. 
Love the boatſwain's whiſtle blows, 
Pipes all hands to pleaſure, boys; 
Round the joyous bumper flows, 
_ Beauty then completes our Joys. 3 
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0 Bring me firſt a ſpacious bowl 
| Deeper than can plummet ſound ; 
Sire me next 2 generous ſoul 5 

. That in loving knows no bound. 
' Flowing ever let it be, [5 
If the tide. good liquor prove; 

Then, my hearts, let's keep to ſea, 
Sailing with the girls we love. 


| Nancy i is my true-love's name, 
And to compliment my dear, 
Bonny ſhip ſecure thy fame; 
Pon the darling title bear, 
Rough the ocean, rude the wind, 
But when honor'd by my laſs, 
One ſhall be as zephyrs kind, 


T'other ſmooth us looking-glaſs. 1255 of 7 5 
| 5 LEExit. 


44 3 Rup. 
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Rup. 4 diink tea at Sir Toby Tacit's this even- 
ing. Tom, you'll come, Ill introduce you to 
the ladies; you ſhall ſee my intended ſpoſa, Cornelia. 
| _ Grog. Aye, give me her little waiting maid 
| Nancy; if I can get her to my birth in the Mi- 
nories, I ſhall be as happy as an admiral. 
Kup. Admiral! Apropos ſhall be married ä 
to-morrou— Tom, you'll dreſs to honor my | 
wedding? : 
Grog. Yes, if the taylor brings home my new 
rigging. But now you talk of a wife, the firſt. 
time I ever ſaw my wife the pretty Peggy, was 
on Portſmouth ramparts, full dreſs'd, ſtreamers 
flying, gay as a commiſſioner's yacht at a naval 
review What cheer, my heart? ſays I—ſhe 
| bore away; love gave ſignal for chace, fo I crowded 
fail, threw a ſalute ſhot acroſs her fore-foot to 


make her bring too; prepared for an engagement, 


we came to cloſe quarters, grappled, I threw a 
volley of kiſſes at her round-top, ſhe ſtruck next 
day, with a cheer, I took my prize in tow to 
Farum church, and the parſon made out my war- 
rant for command—Caprain of the Pretty Peggy 
| fifteen years; then * ſhe foundered in Blanket 
Bay — Death took charge, and left me to ſwim 
through lite, and Keep my chin above water as long 
281 cou'd. ” 
EReup. Tom, you may be chin- deep, but water 
can never reach your lips, unleſs mixed with 
brandy—brandy! apropos, now for the ladies. 
Grog. Well, ſhear off, d'ye ſee, I have buſineſs 


at the Admiraley, and then | bear away. for Tower . 
Hill, to meet ſome hearts of oak. 


Rup. Adieu, my man of war! my vis-a-vis is 
at St. James's Gate; ſo, Tom, fare well, and now 


hey, for me land of love, 8 ES I 
3 .  Grop, 


THE POSITIVE MAN. 


affronted me aboard the Dreadnought. I heard he 
put in at the Admiralty—Hold !—is Rupee gone? 
if he thought I went to fight, mayhap he'd bring 
the Maſter-at- arms upon me, and have me in 


the bilboes.— Smite my ä there goes the 


enemy! * 


| . STERN (ro in). 
I'n hail e . 
Stern. What chear? 


Grog. You're Sam Stern! 7 
Stern. Les. 


Grog. Do you remember me? 


Stern, Remember ! Yes, thof you' re nch now, 


you? re {till Tom Grog. 


Grog. You affronted me aboard as Dread- 
nought; the Spaniards were then in view, and 1 
didn't think it time to reſent private quarrels when 
it is our duty to thraſh the enemies of our coun- 


try; 125 Sam Stern, you are the man that affronted : 
Tom Grog. 


Stern, 8 8 
Grog. Mayhap you'll fight 1 me? 
Stern. I wilk—when and where? 


Grog. The where is here the Shen is now; 


and ſlap's the word (lays bis hand on his banger). 


But hold, we muſt ſteer off the open ſea into | 
_ ſome creek. 


Stern. But I've neither cutlaſh nor piſtols. 


Greg. 1 ſaw a handſome cutlaſh and a pretty 
pair of barking irons in a pawnbroker's window 


come, it lies in our way to the War: office. 


9 
Grog. Now muſt I cruiſe in the channel of 
Charing Croſs, to look out for this lubber that 


Stern, 5 
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10 THE POSITIVE MAN. | 
Stern. I ſhould like to touch at the Viewalling- 


bdbffice in our VOY age. 


Grog. Why an't you dined ? : 
Stern. I've none to eat. 
Grog. A ſcaman in England without a * 
that's hard, damn'd hard I there's money - pay 
me when you can (gives a * of money). 
Stern, How much? . 
Grog. I don't know—get your bs 7 
the arms, meet me in two hours at Deptford, 
and ſhiver me like a biſcuit if 1 don t en uu 8 
-:-head off. e 
Stern. Then I can't pay you your money. 


Grog. True but mayhap you may take off | 
mine, and if fo I ſhall have no occaſion for it. 


Stern. Right, 1 forgot that (wipes his ea 
Grog. What do you inivel for ? 

Stern. What a dog am I to uſe a man ill, al 8 
no be obliged to him for a meal's meat! 
Grog. Then you own you've uſed me ill—aſk 

my pardon ? 

| Stern. I'll be dam if 1 do! | 
| Grog, Then take it without aſking; you re 
curſed ſaucy, but you're a good ſeaman, and 
harky'e, Sam, the brave man, though he ſcorns the 


fear of puniſhment, is always afraid to deſerve it, 


Come, when you've ſtow'd your bread-room, 
a bowl of punch ſhall again ſet friendſhip afloat. 5 

Stern. Oh! l'm a lobber! 5 5 

Grog. Avaſt! ſwab the ſpray from your bows, 
poor fellow! don't heed, my ſoul! whilſt you've 
the heart of a lion, never be aſham'd of the feel- 
ings of a man. „ . 


THE POSITIVE MAN. nn 


SCENE II.— SR Topy Tacirt's. 


Enter FLORIMEL and NAN cy. 


Nan. My old Maſter Sir Toby! what a gentle- 
man to break his word with Miſs Cornelia and 
the Captain, and divide two ſuch ſweet young 


lovers: 
Flo. But who han but my brother may yet 


obtain your miſtreſs, and you be happy with your 


Hibernian Lover Mr. Maurice O- Finnigan. 
Man. Oh, my dear madam ! how can that be? 


isn't Mr. Rupee, the great Nabob, to be married 
to my young lady to-morrow? and would you 
think it, madam ? who ſhould bowl up to me this 
morning but Mr. Grog; he ſaid I was a tight 


veſſel for port Ves, ma' am, and he ſwore he'd be 


my top-gallant, and that he'd engage to grapple 
and attack me ' till I'd ſtrike. Perhaps, ſays I, Sir, 


I ſcorn your port; I'll have no top-gallant, Sir, 


ſays I; and when he attack'd me, to ſhew him I 


could ſtrike, I lent him a box o'the ear. 


Flo. Nancy, I want to ſpeak to you on very 


particular buſineſs—but yonder comes your miſ- 
treſs let me ſee you preſently. 


[Exit . 


= Poor Cornelia how melancholy—— 2 


Enter CorntLia, 


5 a; My dem Florimel—ſentence is s paſt; my 
father and mother are inexorable, and I muſt give 


5 my 295 to Mr. Rupee to-morrow. | 
b : F lo, 
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Nuo. wel, the man of my heart with all my 
heart I'll marry, and none elſe for me, Cornelia ; 
where J love, I'll honor and obey; *tis well I've. 


none to control me; but if I had, ray girl, (con- 
ſiſtent with honor,) I'd give you a ſpiriced ex- 


ample. 
Cor. Oh, Florimel! were Belicamp here I ſhou' d. 
have no occaſion lor example. TY, 


A nent 
Love thy filken banners wave, 
Home invite the young and brave; 
Let him quit the hoſtile field, | 
From the foe his miſtreſs ſhield ; 


Come, my gallant ſoldier, come, 
To the call — Cupid's drum. 


| Down of devel by coat of mail, 
Sofelt ſounds thy triumph hail, 
Myrtle wreaths thy brows entwine, 
And that pleaſing taſk be mine: 
Come, my gallant ſoldier, come, 
To the call of Cupid's drum. 


_ Huſt'd the trumpet's brazen throat, 
Hark |! the flute's melodious note, 
Mars hall fleep, aad diſcord ceaſe, - © 

All be harmony and peace: | 
x Come, my gallant ſoldier, come, 

Io the call of Cupid's drum. 


Exit. 

Flo. The dear girl 3 my aer with a con- 
" and ſincere affection Oh, here comes N uy" ; 
1 thiok 1 may venture to truſt her. 5 


"Rater Nav cy. 


Nau. You faid, ma'am, you wanted me, 10 8 


Vc m come to receive your commands, 


THE POSITIVE MAN. 13 


Flo. Naney, you're a good ſenſible e you 
approve of this wedding! e 

Nan, Oh dear, ma'am, . never aſk'd my 
opinion about it. 

Flo Indeed! 


Nan. No, ma am —ſettled | it among themſelves, 5 


I was too inſignificant to be conſulted, 8 
Flo. You muſt know, Nancy, I have fe 


i kopes of preventing this match This is my 
ſcheme; I'll have a letter convey'd to Mr. Rupee, 


which ſhall inform him char your young lady 
has an improper intercourſe with a certain young 


officer. I have by me the firſt ſuit of regimen- 


| tals my brother ever wore; they fit me exactly; 


in them, when dreſs'd, I'il be the gallant, with 
my hat, cockade, brazen- face, and ſtrut a-la- 


| militaire. | 


Man. Charming! I underfiind it all; dear me, 
ma' am, what a fine, fierce, ſmart, wicked, little 


devil of a harmleſs officer you will make. 


Flo. Now, | charge you not to drop a word of : 


this affair to anybody. 


Man. Oh, Lord! if Mr. Rupee ſhould refuſe, L 
and the dear Captain ſhould come home and marry 
| her; and Mr. O'Finnigan, my ſweet-heart, was 
to ſay, Arrah, Nancy, will you. marry me; Lord, 


what merry times we ſhould have! 


Flo. Away, away ——= _ [Exit Nancy. 
; Here comes Sir Toby and Lady Tacie in their 


old humour, ſhe really poſitive, though ſeemingly 


all compliance, while Sir Toby, having neither 


idea or opinion of his own, moſt violently and 
obſtinately lays hold of every one that is HS. 


* any body elſe.—I mult avoid them. 
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Enter SIR ToBy and Lay T ACIT. | 


Sir T. You know, my Lady Tacit, I am not 
to be controlled, I will have my way. 
Lady 7 Will! and have, my ſweet Sir Toby 3 


do I ever preſume to have a vill of my own? 
but, indeed, my dear TT you are A little too 


flitive. 
Sir T. I 4 am a poſitive 1 own it ; 


and I will inſiſt and perſiſt too, that this new 
houſe I've taken in Portland Place is charmingly 
_ ſituated, I challenge England to afford ſuch * 
delightful proſpet. _ 


Lady J. Sir T oby, pardon me—do you nally 


thin the view of Highgate and Hampltcad- ſo . 
very beautiful? 


Sir T. Me! not I—Viſto the landſcape painter =” 


commends i it, indeed; but he knows no more of a 


proſpect than a hedge-hog—rhe houſe though has 


a lofty hall; it ſtrikes you with an air of grandeur. 


Lady T. The hall lofty, Sir Toby! pardon me, 


my dear, but I proteſt it didn't ſeem ſo to me. 


Sir T. Nor to me, my Lady; I thought indeed 


it ſeemed tolerably high, till *tother day, trying to 
cut one of Veſtris' capers, I hit my head againſt 
the lanthorn—but the great parlour, my Lady; I'll 


lay any man an hundred pm that Prin dines 8 


Lady T. Mey, Sir Toby, when once you form 


an opinion you will perſiſt in it; vou are ——..— 8 
ingly obſtinate. 


Sir T. True, Lady Teck; when once Tm 
determined, I'm not to be mov'd by the rheto- : 


ric of Oxford, Cambridge, Sorbonne, or Sala- 
manca. 5 


Eꝛter 
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Enter SERVANT. 


Ser. Mr. Rupee, Sir. P Exit. 
Sir TJ. My new Eaſt India ſon-in- law; here, m 


Lady Tacit, pus up my cravat, and po down my 
ruffles. _ 


Lady T. Sir Toby! aſk me ſuch a thing! 5 
Sir 7. Then, my Lady, I will pull down my 
5 ruffles and ns T my cravat, I am determined. 


Ae Ro: PEE, 


5 | Rup. My Lady Tacit, your Ladyſhip's flave— 
are apropos! Sir Toby, your molt obedient! 


Lady T. Sir, we are exceedingly proud of this 
honor. 


Sir J. Sir, we are exceeding proud, 
2 T. Sir Toby! 


Sir J. Proud 1 mean, Sir, we are your hum- 


; bers. 1 hope, madam, my lovely Cornelia is 
well? e 
Sir T. She is 8 wall, indeed, Sir. 
Lady T. What are you at, my ſweet? 
„ Only at preſent. ſhe has got a moſt dan- 
gerous cold. - .- 
Lach T. Cornelia a cold! | 


Sir T. But now ſhe's perfectly recovered, FP Bo 


* daughter will be fo happy when ſhe hears— 5255 
' ___ Lady T. Your daughter! Sir Toby! 
Sir T. Mine! I am an obſtinate man; but in 
wy this particular I will not be poſitive, 


Lady T. Mr. Rupee—Dear Sir, I mall beg but 


for a few moments, though to deprive myſelf of the 


egregious felicity of your very agreeable com- 
| ct apr LExit. 
* 


16 ä POSITIVE MAN. 
Sir T. Egregious felicity ! Mr. Rupee, v what a 


fine ſpoken woman. 


Kup. Very, Sir T oby but that phraſe of egre- $7 


gious felicity 1s— — 
Sir T. Damn'd nonſenſe, — © 5 
Kup. Nonſenſe! Apropos, did you ever heat 
me ſpeak in Leadenhall Street upon India affairs? 
Sir T. Poor Lady Tacit! all obedience—hum- _ 
ble as a forſaken Sultana; but Sir, in this houſe 1 
am Turk and tyrant :—Sir, I am a very Bajazet. 
Not my fault though, Mr. Rupee, I was form'd 
With a hard heart; as Othello ſays, „I ſtrike it, 
_ and it hurts my hand.” — Now Sir, as to my wife, 
ſhe's a Lady, thanks to my CIR but the | 
moſt filly, 1 ignorant, ridiculous- | 


Re. enter Lapy Taerr and ConntLia. 55 


Hem 1—ſenſible, elegant, and fineſt ſpoken woman 
in England. Ah, my Lady Tacit, we were . 
talking of you. 
Lay T. Cornelia, child, receive Mr. i” as 
185 a gentleman who is ſhortly to be your huſband. 
Rup. Oh, my charming Cornelia! Now if I can 
but recollect my oriental compliment (it has 
pleaſed both black, brown, and yellow, now I'll 
try it on the fair) (of ide). Cornelia, ſpeak, my love, 


the melody of your voice is ſweeter than the ſound 


of a Nankin bell; your breath's cinnamon of Cey- 
| lon diffuſing fragrance through teeth of the ſaga-. 
cious elephant, and coral of the ormus ; permit 
me, madam, to touch this fair hand, ſoft as weft 
of the Indoſtan worm ; your eyes arch'd with camel's 


_ hair, brilliant as the diamonds of Golconda ; and 


the porcelain tower of Pekin S but a faint em- 
blem 
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blem of the excellent iymmetry of your beautifol 


oh tout-en-ſemble. - 


Sir T. Oh, charming ! elegant! Cornelia ſpeak; by 


and make a handſome curtſey. 


Cor. I confeſs, Sir, I am incapable of anſwering 5 
fo laviſh and polite a compliment. 


Sir T. What a delightful omg i ſhe makes 
eh, Mr. Rupee? 

5 Lach 7. Oh, fie, Sir Toby!) 

Sir J. True, my Lady; ſo, ſo, Corney, you're 
a good girl, but confound your dancing maſter, — 
Well, Mr. Rupee, what ſay you to a bottle ? 


Lady 7. What, do you mean to bottle a Frans = 


5 man at t this time of day — Richard — 


| Eu- SERVANT. 
Ger tea. _ os 
. Look'ye, my Lads Tacit, I am the 


lord and maſter in this; I will be poſitive—there- : 
fore, I fay, Richard, get tea, [Exit Servant. 


een Apropos ; ma am, do you babe 
5 muff 3 


Kup. True, ma' am, it was formerly in ſtyle, 


quite the rage with people of ton; but now it's a 
vile bore. I took ſnuff once in ſuch profuſion, 
that in moſt polite circles I was dünnes by 


the title of Count Macabah. 


Sir T. When I was encamp'd, I took ſo 
much ſnuff, that they calbd me Captain Straſ- 


1 bourgh. 


to- morrow 1 date my felicity. 


3 N 


Cor. No, Sir. —lnſignifican corcomb ] (af de, ) : 


Rup. Straſbourgh | Apropos; I preſume from a 
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——— 


Sir T. Yes; you and my daughter Cornelia 
pere ſhall be married to-morrow morning; that 


is, my Lady, if you have no objection. 
Lady 7. Ah, Mr. Rupee, they talk of female 
prerogative: you fee how weak my influence with 
ſuch a poſitive man. a 
le, Mr. Rupee; when the gent of 
paſſion blows, my Lady Tacit is the gentle ozier 
of compliance, and I am the ſturdy * of oppo- 


— — 
—ͤ — — 


— 


— 


3 —— 
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"KOT I: 


SCENE 1.—A Reon af  Tovern on Tower Hil 


4. 1 drinking. 


ALL, 


ö Huzza: Huzza! . 
Stern. I ſay, boy, more punch! | 

Boy. How much! 3 (Exit Bor. 
Bow. A bay! 

Quid. A ſea! 
Stern. An ocean! 


Re. enter Boy (with a Bowl 6: 


Here s our wooden walls. 

All. Huzza! Huzzal 

Stern. Come, Cable, though the ſharks have 
fallen foul of your wife, never heed—give vs your 


| Þoor chad of Plymouth. 


3 2 „„ 


— N 8 or. COT Oe LAI 
* © v g 2 4 jd Py I ou — © - 2- * 2 2 - 
2 222 A ͤMT 9＋—— 
* = 


= = — n — — — - 
— = — — — : p 7 - = IR 7 
2 — - — 2 — un Rees — —_ =; — > 
— — . . — — — — . . =, Fa: 
_ - — — _ — 8. . - - — 2 
— = — TT —— = 8 
- - _ — — — — Apr Rs — — —— — — — — — 


—— — I : . —-— — — 

—— Sr — IE —— — — 

= —.— I u — 1 — — — — —— ————— 
— — - ——— —— — — — — ” — — * 


* 


20 THE POSITIVE MAN, - 


AIR — CABLE. 


Sweet, Poll of Plymouth was my dear, 
When forc'd from her to go, 
A- down her cheeks rain'd many a tear, 
My heart was fraught with woe, 
Our anchor weigh'd, for fea we ſtood, 
Tue land we left behind, 
: Her tears then ſwell'd the bring flood, 
5 My lighs Increas'd the wind, 


We plongh'sd the deep, and now berwees 
Tas lay the ocean wide; 
For five long years I have not ſeen 
My ſweet, my bonny bride. | 
Thar time I ſail'd the world around, 
All for my true love's ſake; 
But preſs'd as homeward we were bound, 
2 W 88 heart wou d break. 


The preſs- gang bold 1 ak'd in vain 
Lo ſet me once on ſhore; . | 
I long'd to ſee my Poll again, 
But ſaw my Poll no more. 
And have they torn my love away, 
And is he gone? ſhe cried; 
My Polly, ſweeteſt flower of May, 
Then languiſh'd, droop 'd, and died. 


Quid, Cheer up, my hearty—bur where” 8 Tom 
Grog all this while? 


Stern, He has put into che Minories to eln, a 


neat cabin, and a ſnug birth there. Why, ſun daz- 5 
ale my lanthorns! can this be he? 


Enter Gros ( falhionadl dreſs'd ). 


* Bow. Ha, ha, ha! What a figure of * mh 
Grog. Hey (bows), how do you like me? 5 
Bow. A crow, riss d in the feathers of " 


Wis 


| wace aw. | 
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uid. Or a collier, careen'd in a F rench dock. 
 Grog. Ay, you may laugh—How they ſhew 
their grinders - I'll laugh too—Ha, ha, ha No] 

you all think me a monkey. 
Bow. Yes, to judge by your tail. | 
 CGrog, Then I think you all boars, and you "FIR 5 
nothing of faſhion, ſtile, rage, or EN > 

Bowſprit, was you ever at an opera? 

Bow. Aye, at many, and many an uproar. 

Srog. Or you, Quid, to a ſale at Chriſtie's ? 

| Quid, No, but I've ſail'd to St. Kitt's, 

_ Grog. Or you, Cable, at a tragedy | * 

Cab. No. 

Grog. Then don't laugh till you ſee all theſe 
things, you dromedaries! 

Stern. I ſay Tom's a fine fellow. _ 
Bow. Fine! Aye, we ſee that by his jacket. 

Suid, What 45 you talk of angle. ab me an 


honeſt fellow. 


Stern. Well, Tom Grog's : as true as an | hour 5 
glaſs; and the man that ſays no, is as falſe as a 
fireſhip, damme ! 

Grog. Avaſt, Sam Stern !—don't fail without a 
quadrant, I made my money in the Eaſt Indies 
d'ye ſee; and ſo as to my honeſty —-Ahem! 
Bow. Eh, what, Cable!—ſo melancholy my 
heart? Stil thinking of Sweet Poll. 5 
1 Cab. Ay, round the world, her memory is never 
out of reckoning, 
Grog. Round the world! Apropos, as Ropes 
ſays; * ive u us * Cook. 


1 Alx 


cut.) 


: boys, you fal {ee a prince of fellous. 2 


L introduce me to your friends. 


about and fhew your ſhapes— walk the forecaſtle. 
What think ye, boys ?— 


virtu ; the lilly of bon ton, and the pink of mac- 
Caronies. 
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 ArR—CABLE. | 
Ye chiefs of the ocean your laurels throw by, 
Or cypreſs entwine with a wreath; _ | 
'To prove your humanity heave a ſoft ſigh, 
And a tear now let fall for his death. _ 
Yet the Genius of Britain forbids us to prieve, 
Since Cook, ever honor'd, immortal ſnall live. 


\ 


The hero of Morden o'erran the World, 
Vet nothing but death cou'd he give; 


*Twas George's command and the fail was unfurl'd, , 
And Cook taught mankind how to live. 
Yet the Genius of Britain forbids us to grieve, 
Since Cook, ever honor'd, immortal hall live. 


He came, 40d he ſaw, not to conquer but ſare, 
The Cæſar of Britain was he, 


Who ſcorn'd the ambition of making a flave, 
While Britons themſelves are ſo free. 
Yet the Genius of Britain forbids us to grieve, 
0 Since Cook, ever honor'd, immortal ſhall hve. 


| Quid. Eh, what beau have we here? (looking 
Grog. Oh, this is my cles Rope. Non, my | 


Enter Roves: | 


Rup. Ha, Tom! here 1 ö as my word . 


Grog. I will. —Lads, look at that ſmart turn 


This, d'ye fee, is my friend 
Rupec, the very flower of gentility; the tulip of 


3 Hem \—Though my eloquence 18 totally 
nadequate to the Demoſthenian talk of expreſſ- 


; Ing 
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ing my gratitude to Tom Grog, for the ſuper- 
lative honor to which I am permitted, yet believe 
my ſincere aſſurance, that J am your moſt devoted 
and very obſequious ade. 

Bow. Can't he ſpeak Engliſh ? 


Stern Tip us you're fin we're hearts of oak 


1 ( ſhakes hands), 


Kup. Yes, and hands of oak (af 4). Apropos, 
almoſt {queez'd my fingers off. 

1 Caſt anchor! (Rupee þ fits. ) 
en. Drin, 
up. Little boy, get me a pint of hs," = 
Bay. Burgundy! Burton ale, Sir, is the only 
„ e © 
Stern, Pſha! drink grog ( fills a gl). 
Kup. I will Tom Grog, your health (arinks). 
All. Ha, ha, ha! | 
 Rup, Where's my ſmelling bottle ; ; the tar 
overcomes me (takes out a ſmelling bottle). 
Frog. And may the Englith tar ever be able t to 


NE Overcome. 


Stern. What little bottle O that ? * 
 Rup. My dalmahoy. 
Stern. A damme hoy ? mu! _ 
| Rup. No, Sir, my ſmelling- bottle—I ſhall be 

poiſon'd. 
Grog. Boy, get us ; ſome en d biſcuit to make 

1 47˙ and ſome burnt brandy 0 quench our 
thirſt ? 1” 


Neuß. Dont do” it, little boy; ſet on fire, a 
quench 'd with brandy | ge 


Stern, I lee by your pumps you dance a good 


hornpipe. 


Nup. Sir, 1 am tolerable i in a pas ſeul. 
Stern, Give us a ſong? 


reg. Aye, a Og 5 org bs 
B4 AR 


-.--.* 


If that's the caſe, my boy, your fiſt, 
Oh la! 
| Heavens! what behaviour — Ha, ha, ha! 
What a comical ſhaver. 
Is then a man of faſhion. 
Upon my reputation. 


Then fill it up again, boys, 
| See, ſee it's almoſt out. 


And Britons agan Thall be lords of the main, x” 


® Altudng to the national cireomſtaneers of thoſe t times. | 
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' AIR—CHORUS. of 


Gentle God of Love aſſiſt, 
Softly touch the Virgin's heart; 


We'll make you drunk before we part. 
Zounds! what a rs lis ha, ha 
Jack, d'ye ſee this Rupee, 

Grog, mayhap this ans chap. 


Friend, no bam, for that I am 


Come, Sam, puih the bow! about, 
It's almoſt out; © a 


| CHORUS, 


Our tide though now low ., 
Shall again nobly flow, 


Boy, bring in the booze. Z 
Oh my eau de luce! 
Of beer a full pot. 
Where's my bergamotte. 
We trample on our foes. 
| Gads curſe, dear Sir, my toes. 
Sailors, ſee a lover fervent, 
Ever of the fair obſervant, - 
Bows your ſlave and humble ſervant. 5 
1908 
' CHORUS. | 
| Our tide though now low 
Shall again nobly flow, 2 
nd Brizons Fagan tall be orb of oy main, 


1 Tones 
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SCENE II.—S1s Tour Tacir's, 


Enter Ruypix and Nancy with a letter. 


Nan. Sir, es: 
Kup. Want me, my dear? 


Nan. Me; no Sir; only a perſon at the door 
joc now defired me to give your. honor this ler- 


8 
up. Who, e's 


Man. I can't tell, Sir; bot he Jook'd like a 


ſoldier, and he gave it me, and then ran away. 


Rup. A ſoldier! apropos; ran away—very "AL N 
Nan. (aſide.) So that's done. Now if Miſs 
Florimel has got into her regimentals, we ſhall go 


on delightfully, _  LEx. 
Rup. A love letter I ſoppoſe (regdi). 

„ Ingot Rupee, Eſq. 

deſign to make your wife is unworthy of that 


ber chamber.“ —So, ſo, ſo!—< If this timely 
notice prevents your ruin and diſgrace, the intent 


5 1 is anſwer d of your unknown friend, 


„ THOMAS TELLTRUTH.” 


A ier! Four fumble ſervant, Tommy Tell- 
truth. — Apropos, if this ſhould be the diſcharge 


of a gun to murder a lady's reputation (reads). 
% Eleven is the hour to prove my truth” truth! 

| Apropos, it muſt be falſe—Officer !—-Eh! I did 
har of one Captain Bellcamp, that but hes 


in 


Ce ͤũöò? can . 


; 
| 


Sir, the lady you 


: honor, being connected with a certain young 
officer“ —Indeed! — To prove my charge, 
© this night you may ſee bim admitted into 
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in America I'll watch though Ves; I'll try 
the luſtre of my brilliant's beauty by night, and if 
J find a flaw in the diamond, it ſhall never be ſet 


in my 1 ring. FE, Lil. 


Re- enter Nancy (with 2 ſword). 


Nan. There he goes precious heart! if he's 
vex'd now, how mad he will be when he ſees our 
little Caprain—I mult give her her ſword though 
(raps at the door). Mai! am, ma' am, are you dreſo d: . 


25 Oh, here ſhe comes. 


| (Enter from the Room Fron III in Regimentals. ) 


Flo. Well, Nancy, my girl, how do you like 5 
me: $ | | 
Nan. Oh, charming, ma'am! 1 N I may : 
venture to truſt you with a ſword; I fancy you are 
not very dangerous (gives the ſword). ; 
Flo. There now; my hat, quick. _ 
Nan. Oh! I forgo that—1' ll run. KELL. 
uit. 
Flo. You'll find me in the room where I dreſs'd, 
— without a cockade what's an officer ? Of 

Sir T. (without). Ha, ha, ha! well fone, Mr, 
Lake. 
Flo. Heavens Sir Toby! lis has cut off my 
retreat to my drefiing-room—I muſt take ſanctuary 
Eo = Exit into a room. 


Enter Sin Topv. 


8 T. A very capital Diana Mr. Lake is 
e of my goddeſs but r no need of a creſcent 
5 where 
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where the face is a full moon. Since Ladle Tacit 
is drawn as Diana, I'll be Apollo; 1 hold, can 
IL wear my blue nd gold in Apollo? I can't dreſs 
Phoebus in a bag-wig, I'm N Let me ſce; 
true; the prints of all the heathen deities are in 
the next room; I'll ſee what | can wear in the 


character of Sol—Yes; l'll ſhine upon canvals 
the Phoebus of the Northern world, 


[Exit in in at the door whence FL LORIM EL entered. 


Re-enter Nancy with a regimental bat. 


Nan. Ma'am, | here's your hat and cockade 


| (puts it on). Lord, what pretty things theſe ſort of 
hats are, I wiſh it was the faſhion for women to 
ear them, —Come out here, you wicked little 


rogue (. / ings). For 8 ſoldier, a loldier” O the las 


155 for me.“ 


Re. enter Sin Tozy. 


Sir 7. Hey, what beau-belle have we here! 2 
Nan. My maſter! 


Sir T. And fo I'm a wicked little rogue ? 1 
the hat.) What's all this? 


Nan. Thar, Sir, is—a hat. 


Ser T. Thankye— — but who's IM 2 
Nan. Sir, it's a man's hat. 


Sir T. Thankye again—and what brought i it on 


your head? 
Nan. Why, Sir, my hand. 


Sir T. Very well; fo this is a hat, and a man's 


| hat, and you put it on your head with your hand. 5 
15 Wonderful information about this, T7 8 20 


Nan. I'll perſuade him it's his own (45 : 
Lord, Sir, don't you know your own militia hat;! 


Sir 
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Sir T. My militia hat! what, when I was Cap- 
tain Straſbourgh! dear me but I'm poſitive it's 

no ſuch thing. 
: "Nw. Lord, Sir! don- t vou remember the 
e 5 
Sir J. True; J id wear a ech Shen I was 
an officer; but, you huſley, you, what, a ſervant- 
wench preſume with her audacious hand to put 
my military hat upon her impudent head, and 
dare to profane this martial beaver with her ſpinſter 
fingers and her maiden hair! 8 
Man. Lord, Sir, I was only going to = your 
man to bruſh it. 
Sir T. What, on your head Go, go, into 
your frills and your top-· knots - upon my honor, 
1 wiſh the ladies wou'd mind their tea and their 
toilets, and leave their cock'd hats and cock'd 
heads to us greqaciers of the creation. 

[ Exit. 

Nan. Well out of this, thigh we've loſt a hat 
in the ſcuffle ; but now to look for Miſs Flori- 
mel. ES —N 
4 (without). Yo, bo! a-board the brig 
a 0 | | | 
| im. Oh, 1041 here's Mr. Grog. the noiſy 
. Now will he teaze me to death, and in- 
terrupt Miſs Florimel's ſcheme. 
Croeg. Friend Rupee. Yo, ho! 
Wan. Here he is: ds | think I've a _ 
to ſecure him. 


Enter Gros. 


Greg. Nancy, ah; oh, my pretty x pacht—nhak : 


Cheer? ? 


Nan. 
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Nas. very good cheer, thankye, Sir. 

Grog. I had near damag'd my timbers juſt now : 
you muſt know, I freighted a tight coach at the 
Minories, myſelf the lading ; our top well mann'd 

with a ſtout coachman and good horſe, ſtar- 
board and port; but having a deſire to ſteer my- 
ſelf, d'ye ſee, went aloft, tock the reins, and 
made the pilot ſtand upon the poop; ſail'd throvgh | 

Cheapſide, Fleer-ſtreer, made the Streights of St. 

Duonſtan's, and Shot Temple-bar like a needle; 
but St. Clement's church, ſtanding as it were 

| acroſs the Channel, and I not underſtanding as it 
were the tiller of a coach, I run my bowſprit 

foul of a poſt, and come bump aſhore 1ato an 

oil-ſhop. _ 5 

Nan. Lord, Sir, you are forprifiogly clever | 

what has he been talking about? ” 

Grog. Ah, N my girl, what a ſmart laſs 

you „„ 

1 a you, Sir, for your good opinion. 

Grog. Ay, you're not a ſhrew like Jenny Grif- 

fin o'the Point, or a ninny hammer like Nell 


Noodle of Woolwich; nor a tipler like Bet Bub 


of Chatham, I'm not vers'd in your courtſhip 
| lingo; yer it ſhall never be ſaid that Tom Grog 
fell to leeward when a pretty girl was on the 
beam; and 'tisn't that I'd ſound my own trum- 
pet, but you won't meet a truer heart from the 
croggit yard to the gib-boom-end. You've ſome- 
thing damn'd handſome about you, and fv, in one 
word, ſhall I poſſeſs the pretty Nancy ?—Say no, 
and damn the dog that axes you again. 
Wan. Ah you gentlemen but, Mr. Grog, if * 
was to be ſo fond and lilly, wou'd you marry me 
afterwards? TFT 


Greg. 
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Grog. No; and I tell you ſo bettet ; 2 
true ſeaman may hang out falſe colours to decoy 
an enemy, but none but a pirate would, for a mo- 


ment's pleaſure, deceive an affectionate girl that 
relied upon his honor. 


Nan. Why you gentlemen ſailors have a deal of 


honor; I had once a ſailor for a endete only 
| they call'd him a ſmuggler. 5 


An nc. 


My William was bold as the wind, 

He combated many a gale; 
To me he was gentle and kind, 
As the breezes that ſport in the vale. | 
He put his ſwift wherry to ſea, 
| The cutters ſhe dar'd not come nigh 5 
And he landed his cargo of tea, 
Then ſwore to defend it he'd die. 


2 
— 


— * — — en ai _ = 
l — DI — — — 8 — — — 2 — — — 8 
K —_— = OE — — 
— l A - 2 5 2 LEE — —— 0 — 
- — ̃ — : nes ths he < = ho _ E ——— — - —— 2 > 
_ = — 8 72 — — 7 — — 7 1 1 JUS — - — 
£ — — — — WU x — 2 — — - EPC-z — CF — —— — — — 2 — —— 
— - —S—_—_— - 8 - 5 — = — VS - — _ a — — 
== —- * + — — => g 2 8 = — = 
- —— — 8 — — nt —— — e N 
— — — p - = = 2A LE = => = <= 
1 — _ — Dn —_ — — — 4 
—— — — . - 
— ” 2 3 * CD eines 5 - n 
. — Pn — — 
—— SITS ; 6 


— 
= 


— ak 
— — — 
—— 
—.— — — 
* 
1 : 


; 1 pant for the life of my dear, : 
The cutter draws nigh to the ſhore ; 
Each ſtroke now redoubles my fear, 


And my heart it beats time with the oar. 
The ball from the cannon is fled, 


Tis fate, cruel fate gives the wound — 
That William, ſweet William is dead, 
The rocks now with terror reſound. 


A . N For me he engaged in the ſtrife, 
8 3 T'enrich me he broke the king's laws; 
kl For love the dear youth loſt his life, 


And ſhe that he lov'd was the cauſe. 
Come hither attend on his bier, 


Ye Sailors fo loving and brave; 
Nor think no diſgrace, if a tear 


of yours drop with mine on bis grave. 


5 But, dear me, I to ſtay ſinging here, when I ſhou'd 
try to get him out of the houſe. Sir, ſomebody's 
coming, and if you're ſeen with me- do ſtep in 


there, and I'll be with you preſently, _ "TEN 
Grog. 
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Grog. What, clap me under hatches! ( goes into 
a cloſet.) 
Nan. Huſh, TN be with you. in a few mi- 
nutes. 
Erog. Well, but don't keep me long in this 
| hen-coop. 5 
Man. No, no ( gun the door). Stay you there 
my gallant ſailor ! 1 5 5 


Euter Maus ICE, : 


OY So, nobody ſaw me coming in, and if I 
can fee Nancy—Ah, Nancy! vou dear creature, 
is it you, or yourſelf ? 
Nan. Heavens! Mr. O'Finnigan ? 
Mau. When laſt we parted, you gave me a 
| kiſs to keep, and fo here 1 have CO” it n 
to you again (7/8 ber). 
Nan. How got you into this houſe ? | 
Mau. Through the door; I tound it open, and 
faith open I left it. 
Nan. But where's your Maſter 3 * N 
Mau. I muſtn't tell he's come home (4 ae). 8 
He's in America. | 
Nan. And really, Maurice, isn t your maſter i in 
London? y 
Mau. I tell you no; if you don' t lions me, 
go to the St. James 8 * and axe him- . 


ell. 


Nan. Oh, then he is come hams | 2 

Man. Who told you that ? Tome buſy fool or 
8 other. 5 

Wan. Huſh! if Sir Toby « or my Lady knows 
you're here, they'll go mad. Oh dear heart, I'm 
ſo frighten d. | Py | 


Mau. 
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Ala. By the word of a traveller, you were 
always a timberſome creature, and now you re as 
rightful as ever. | 
= Softly, I hear—for heaven's ſake ſtep in 
there, and I'll come and ſpeak to you preſently. 

Mau. But will you come ſoon again? 

Nan. Yes, yes; don't ſpeak, nor open the 
door (puts him in). Stay you there, my dear Hi- 
bernian !—It draws near the time for our plan on 
Mr, 3 Oh, here's my young 5705 


| [Renires, 


Enter ConnLta (with a letter). 


Cor. Good-natur'd Mr. Lake to deliver me this 
letter from Bellcamp! unhappy Cornelia! torn 


| for ever from the man I love, and ſacrificed to a 
"ns 1 deſpiſe, 


An- ConvzIa. 


| Why call to ann ett how kavpy I've been; 8 
Ho joyful my days, and my nights how ſerene; 
Each thought on light fancy ſtill floated in air, 

And the ſmile on my cheek ſhew'd a heart void of c care · 


Since love TM poſſe ſs d me, if loatares 1'd try, 


Tears alone give me eaſe, and my comforts a figh y 
Vet in this fond boſom for ever remain, 


je bo ſweet i is the ROT: and lo plenting the pain. 


Re-enter Navex (with a candle). 


Light me to my chamber. 
Nan. Yes, ma am. 
„ (Raue in at centre auer. - 


Enter N 


— ee 
—— —— — 
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| Enter Ruys Ee | 
Rup. Yes, that's the lady's chamber, ond chi- 


ther ſhe's retired it's about the time too, that 


Tommy Telltruth appointed, and I think, nay I'm 
ſure, I ſaw the painter convey Cornelia a letter in 
the leaf of his ſketch book—oh, here comes the 


amorous emiſſary. N N 


Re-enter Naxcv. 


Nan. 1 heard ſomebody—if it's Mr. Rupee, . 
| he'll not anſwer (aide). Who's there? Yes, it's 
he, and on the watch! Charming! (afide.) No- 
body in the way, then III 80 fetch the . to 
my lady. 
3 Captain! Oh, dear Tommy Telkruch ! 
(Ade. 

Nan. (Taps at 8 Sin, Sir, Captain ! 
Flo. (within) Is that Nancy? 7 
| Nan. Yes, Sir; my L 1s juſt gone to her 
chamber. | 


: Enter F LORIMEL. L 


Flo. Is ſhe? 
| Rup. Ay, there's the capi! Oh, ſweet Tom- 
my Uelltruth! (Aide. * 


Nan. 1 ma' am; he's upon the watch 1 


; (apart). 
Flo. Is he? (apart. J Why do I ado 185 pre- 


cicus moments; let me fly to the ſcene of rapture 


and delight. 
N This way, . | 
 [ Exeunt FLORIMEL and Nancy, in at 
the centre door. 


34 THE POSITIVE MAN. 


Kup. Oh, what a nooſe have 1 . | PII £0 
in and kick this little ſcoundrel before her face. 
Hold — he's an Officer, Apropos; why did I ne- 
glect my fencing ?—I'Il go and cane him—no, I'll 
make her father do it—Yes, I'll expoſe them, and 
though I'm no Vulcan, Il draw a net over Mars 
and Venus, [ Exit. 
Mau. (peeping out of the cloſet. ) Nancy ! Nan- 
cy! You creature! Where are you? how dark it 
is— my ſelf will ſtay no longer in this cupboard. = 
heard Miſs Cornelivs go to her chamber, and my 
maſter I know is here in the neighbourhood, if 1 
can get him into the houſe, and bring him to her 
Grog (/ooking out of the oppeſite cojet).. I ſay, 
Nan, Yo, ho! Ill weigh Es and clear Hen- 

coop- bay. CE 
Mau. Is that Nancy? N 
Greg Dark and cold as a Greenland midnight. 
I fay Nan (in an under tone). 

Mau. (In a low voice.) Who" s there? 
 Grog, Me. 

Mau, W hat, 1 18 that my dear ? 

Grog. Yes, it's I. 

Mau. Arrah, my ſoul, why did you keep 1 me lo 
long in the cup-board ? 
Grog. Why did you keep t me ſo long in | the bw. 
coop ? 
Mau. You've got a cold, my honey, y you ſpeak 
quite hoarle. : 
| __ Grog. And you ſpeak a as if you had rouched a at 

Tipperary i in your laſt voyage. 

Mau. Where are you give me your hand. 
E 
Sir T. (without). Don c lk to me, S! ! Oh, 
the ungracious s girl. 


3 8 8 Mau. 


335 ol 


mg 


TUE POSITIVE MAN: 35 


Mau. Sir Toby! Then rl give him leg-bail 
for my honeſty (runs off). 


Kup. Bur, Sir Toby, let us be diſcreet i in this 
affair; 


Grog. Rupee ſha'n't find me in che dark with i 
girl—ſo _ for the hen-coop, 


[Goes into the date. i 


Enter Sir Ton and Rouezt with a candle. 


* T. An officer in her chamber! Oh the 
wicked child—but I don't believe it. 


5 Wr Then FOR. wont believe the truth, Sr. 
| Toby? | 

S 4 You've not 2 doubt of 11 oh the vile 
girl! a gentleman in her chamber now, and to be 
: married to- morrow—buſh—who' 5 this * 2 


< His Capt. BELLCAMP, 


Capt. B. Shou'd I have enter'd this houſe— 
but drawn by love's irreſiſtible magnetic charm— 
Cornelia, one parting look, and then farewell for- 95 
E 

. Aiden ad-cout Hey—Why this is 

Captain Bellcamp. 

Neup. Bellcamp! This is not the ſame perſon 

I fawgo into her room (aide). | 

Capt. B. If I cou'd but ſee her once more. = 

„ Then you. fee her no more Wahr 

(advancing). 

Capt. B. Sir Toby! „ 

Sir T. Yes, the injur'd Sir Toby. 

Kup. Not ſo loud, Sit: 


Sir T. I will ſpeak loud—Pll roar out my 5 


| wrongs (in a low tone). 8 
9 Rap. 


— 


36 THE POSITIVE MAN. 


Rup. Try if he'll marry her (apart). 

Sir T. Not I. Look'ye, Captain, I'm a po- 
ſitive obſtinate man, and I nn upon it, Sir, that 
you'll marry her. e e 
Capt. B. Her! Who ? 


Sir T. My daughter Cornelia—I am a hots: 


ſtrong man—fierce and furious as a faſting tyger 


—and if you don't marry Cornelia, by this hand— : 


you loſe my good opinion. 


Capt. B. A ſudden change this—but I'll take 


him in the humour. Well, Sir Toby, rather than 


forfeit your good opinion, I accept your daughter 8 


hand. 
Sir T, Give me yours —you have her. 


Kup. He's bit—: he Intrigue is with another 


| man (apart). 


Sir T. Another! Oh the inde; we'll ak Bell- 
camp in then—huſh : You ſhall be married imme- 


diately. 


Capt. B. But cou'dn't I ſee my en charmer ? 


Sir T. Oh yes, here, Nancy. _ 
Rup. S'death, Sir, hold the officer is with 
1 


Sir 7. True! I fancy; Captain, my daughter 


— * may be engaged. 


Enter FLORIMEL and Connmta from the centre : 


Voor. 


Capt. B. lsn- t that ſhe, and a gentleman with 


her? | 
Fir T. Undone! 
Kup. All blown! 


Capt. B. Caſide.) Is it poſſible -Flo. wel 1 £7 


dreſs'd in a ſuit of my clothes! 
Cor. Captain Bellcamp. 


"TS Capt. 
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3 Capt. B. My Cornelia ! 
Sir T. Yes, ſhe is 1 

Cor. Sir! Indeed! 
| Rup. He ſwallows the bait—1" ve done this ca- 


5 = Po: (apart to Sir Joby). 


Sir T. If I'd given my mind to knavery, I 
cou'd cheat like an angel (apart to Rupee). . 
Capt. B. But tell * fitter Flor imel, ; why this 
maſquerade ? 1 8 
Sir 7. iter Florimel! : 
Rup. N 
Sir T. What, is a woman the gallant? 3 
ea 
Sir T. Mr. Rupee, © you've done this capitally. e 


Rup. Me! Apropos; 9855 Sir Toby you can.. - 


: cheat like an angel.” 
Sir T. Only a woman! Why, you moſt auda- 
_ c'ous reprobate—how dare you bave a woman in 


your chamber? 


Flo. Look ye, Sir Toby, pardon 8 now, 04 
ſhe'll no more be guilty of ſuch an error: with 
your leave, to my brother I reſign my poſt, and 
for a lady, Cornelia ſhall, in future, have a gen- 
tleman of the bed- chamber. 


waiting. 


Greg (within) Yo, ho! 


"Rater Groc. 


7 What cheer, my ſouls ? 


Sir T. Eh, what, more ladies in breeches! you 
5 villain, how dare you be hiding in my houſe ? (vo 
__ Grop.) | 

Nas. Sir Toby, this is my friend. Grog—Ha, 5 
ha, ha! _ 


Sir 


Rup. w hen 1 reſign my phce: of gentleman in | —. 
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Sir T. What! is your friend Groggy—oh lord, 
yes, he's quite tipſey—good fellow ; et @ hack, 
and go to the hummums. 55 
_ Rup. Hummums! Apropos, Tom, I'll go 
along with you, I ſha'n't be married to-morrow. _ 
Grog. I find miſtreſs and maid have ſlipt their 
cables—but no matter, we ſhall weather all ſtorms, 
and clear the rocks of deſlrucion, if we have the 


gentle gales of your approbation to blow 1 us into 1 
the harbour of ſucceſs. 


THE END. 


